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Oblivious 


Author's Notes: 

I'd like to dedicate this story to NeennE that's putting up with my ideas for smutty fics set in supermarkets! 
Thank you for your support sweetie 3 

Ps. Bruce is not, like, your Bruce. The name came to my mind from a movie starring Jim Carrey (?) and | 


needed to make it clear! 


"It is with great pleasure that | can announce, you're finally fired. Hell, Hetfield, | had to wait a while to Tell you 
these words but it was totally worth it!" 


l'm rewinding. Again Sorry. 


Shit. 


| hate Bruce. 


Hated Hate. 


| mean, I'll probably hate him forever for the hell he put me through, but the good news is | won't have to 
see his ugly face every damn day from 8 am to 5 pm. 


The bad news is | got fired. Again 


Fran would kill me, if only she knew. 


Its the third job I've lost in a year, | can't help but let it happen. I've been biting the bullet since she went on 
maternity leave because of Cali. When she was back, some nice suite-and-tie guy cornered her and forced her 
to quit. She had become a mom. Moms needs more free time to take care of kids, meaning they costs the 
company more than underpaid interns and senior male employees. It's called economy, they explained to me 
once. | guess I'm too stupid to get it because my brain saved it under the name of "injustice that runs the 


world". 


| was working as a mechanic, back then. Pity that the garage went bankrupt. Economy, once again. Economy 
and.. bad luck One day, a hurricane just swept everything away and my boss couldn't get back up because of 
the costs of the damages, so he had to fire us all and abandoned his once-beloved, now-harmed shop to itself. 


Fran and | had to move in a smaller house, after that. That was just the first misfortune we ran into, many 


more followed soon. 


Now, | love my kids and their adorable laughters every time | come home are worth my labors, but Castor's 

birth was an accident. | do love him but when we found out Fran was pregnant, it was another mouth to feed 
when | was just fired. | managed to get back up, even if that was kinda hard. | had just found a new work as a 
stock-room man, when we allowed ourselves a brief period of rejoicing and nine months after, Marcella was 


born. What can | say? l'm a prolific man, 


Over the years, we've been through ups and down but Francesca always stood by my side and it's thank to 
her if | kept on the right track for so long. | love my family more than everything in the world, | would do 
anything for them, you know? 


| always shed my sweat to feed them and I'll always do it. | do what's necessary for them, not what's right 
and that's my life choice. 


| know my wife wouldn't agree with me, if she only knew my actual work is robbing seedy discounts and low- 
rent liquor stores along the side of the motorways. Life is unfair, though. You have to take what you need, 


there's no other way. 


The only flaw of this job is that I'm enjoying it a little bit more than | should, every once in a while. Luckily, 
Jason and Kirk, two of the guys that worked with me at the garage, haven't noticed it yet. 


Another thing she would notice, if she knew, is that money's not the only thing that comes back home with me 
from the liquor shops. I'm not an alcoholic, l'm just tired of working to survive and survive to work. This is, 


somehow, as gasoline for my body and my soul and God knows how bad | need it to stand this life. 


During the day, | walk in the grocery shop and actually shop. During the night, | walk back in and earn my pay 
to buy the things I'll buy the following day. | could just stole ‘em, you know, but the time runs out too fast 
and I'm an honest man, after all. Not a good man, not a stupid man. A desperate man, maybe. A tired man, 
most probably. Alright, I'm probably ugly as sin and I'll burn in hell, considering what my parents taught me, 
but | don't care. 


As long as | don't have stubborn bosses over me, I'm fine. 


Luckily, Fran doesn't know anything about it just like the fancy-ass guy standing in line in front of me at this 
stinky supermarket, puffing with a can of tuna in his hands, can't imagine he'll be my next prey. 


